NINETEEN-FOURTEEN
It Is a Sunday,, I repair with others to the Royal
Ulster Yacht Club at Bangor for lunch, and sub-
sequently, from the luxury of the lounge, view with
greedy eyes the majestic passage of the convoy of
escorted transports laden with their precious human
freight5 which was to make history by valour,
tenacity and sharp-shooting, in a few days time
at Elouges and elsewhere. Our time was not
yet!
During the succeeding weeks 1 am busy, my chief
task being to keep Carson's irregulars out of mis-
chief, I have a narrow escape at night on return to
the armoury where I sleep. One of my own men,, a
good fellow when sober, a dangerous fool in drink,
decides by the aid of Guinness - a popular beverage
on the Shankhill - that he has a grievance against
me, I having previously spoken to him about his
abnormal consumption of alcoholic beverages of all
kinds3 and its danger to himself and his neighbours.
Exactly what happened I am at a loss to know, but
the result Is with me still In the shape of a bump
behind the ear! My guard, I am told, picked me up
and looked after me while Grant, my assailant, still
full of Guinness and grievous ardour, took up a
strategic position in the doorway of his house, which
was directly opposite the entrance to my temporary
stronghold, with a loaded rifle and five rounds of
ammunition daring anybody to come out! When